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monstrous thing called London" grew perpetu-
ally.   It is hard, therefore, to say exactly where one
entered it, but the traveller knew by the old for-
mula, "So soon as the coach was got upon the stones"**
For it was then that the rattle began.   Of
wooden and iron wheels rumbling on cobbles, of
apprentices standing before every shop bawling,
"What d'ye lack?" of hawkers crying, "Lilly white
vinegar? ^^"White-hearted cabbages" and "Kitchen
stuffy ha9 you maids" \  and, as the warm months
drew on and rich folk wished themselves on their
country estates, "Cherry Rape" "Peas" and "Fine
strawberries"   There were custardmongers (the
forerunners of our costers) hawking apples, old
clothes men, and small coals men with sacks of
Newcastle cobbles on their backs, milkmaids ratt-
ling pails and intonating, "Any milk here?" tinkers
with loud "Haveyou any brass pots, iron pots', skillets
or frying-pans to mend" and mouse-trap men with
"Save alls" and "Buy a mouse-trap, a mouse-trap, or
a tormentor for your fleas?"   One sensed the context
of these incitements to commerce by their music
rather than by their words; by the lilt and rhythm of:

Here's fine herrings, eight a groat,
Hot codlins, pies and tarts,
New mackerel I have to sell.
Come buy my Wellsfleet oysters, ho!
Come buy my whitings fine and new.2
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